Dressing the Philosopher
water/' occupied the rest of the day. Shah Riza was left
free to attend to the matter of his costume, which he post-
poned rill we were just about to mount next morning, and
then he kept us while he went to the bazaar in Bedrah, and
returned after an hour or more with a small piece of black
alpaca, about the size of two large handkerchiefs, which he
thought hopefully might be turned into trousers en route.
Doubtful, but anxious to start at all costs, we acquiesced.
We made across the last strip of desert north-eastward for the
hills.
A dust storm was brewing, and the first frontier post,
square and desolate between two desert streams, had no sign
of life about it. We hurried by, keeping to the shelter of the
low banks of the Kunjan Cham, among tamarisk bushes, till
we emerged in Persian land, in a hollow screened from sight,
where our smuggler had his home in a small colony of leaf-
thatched tents through which the dust was blowing. His
father was chief of the tents, and welcomed us while the
whole community joined in the plot.
" A passport," they said, " is always better than none, and
so easy to get. But Shah Riza must have a PaUevi hat and
trousers."
Shah Riza evidently thought that his social status was
bound up in the long yellow gown, and looked melancholy
over the change. He produced his black alpaca with a reluc-
tant air, whereupon the assembled elders, who had their doubts
but no expert knowledge, called upon the ladies of the tribe.
These advanced in a band from the back of the tent, and
contemplated the inadequate remnant with scorn. " That
will only make half," said they. They knelt upon it and
measured it out with the palms of their hands; they turned it
this way and that; when all had tried in turn, they gave it up
as hopeless, while Shah Riza sat on in sorrowful meditation.
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